FRANK HARRIS

English in his day, and though he was very young
when he offended, his offense, as I have said, still
remains as the greatest blot upon his literary
fame. Nearly two centuries later Voltaire poured
scurrilous contempt upon "The Maid11 and her
mission, and thus enabled us to measure his short'
comings as in a mirror. A little later Schiller
wrote the play in which he pictured Joan with ad'
miration as a heroine, while saying little or notlv
ing about her mission and the supernatural visit'
ants who, as she believed, guided her to victory.

Then came, about 1850, the historical research
of Quicherat, and the essay founded on this
knowledge which was written by Sainte'Beuve.
This work, though greatly praised, is not as good
as it might be. Sainte'Beuve does not recognise
the saint and mystic in Joan; but he does realize
in her the hero and woman. He shows us how
wittily, gayly, she can answer the coarse pleas*
antries of the soldiers whom she meets oa her way
to the king, and he shows, too, the deathless
courage which carried her triumphantly through
the long trial and the fire'agony. No one else has
done anything as good as this.

Anatole France tells us of the "voices" indeed,
and of Joan's talks with Gabriel and Michael and
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